The Preface of L. Blundefton.

HE Sences dull of my appalled mufe
Fore weryed with the trauayle of my brayne
In fcannyng of the argued Bookes diffufe,
And darke for me the glimeryng fyght

to gayne,

Debated long what exerfyce to vfe,
To fyle the edgeles partes of Wit aga)me
To clenfe the Heade from fleapy humours
flyme.

To roufe the Hart from drowfye Dream es
in time.

The mind defyres to brek from thoughtful denne
And time requyres the painted felds to vewe.
The Eye procures to pleafe the Fancie then
With fieldim fights of diuers colours newe.
The ftnelling likes the fauour fwete of them.
The Eare agrees the pleafaunt laye anewe
Of Byrds to here.   Thus thefe do all contryue,
With this difporte the Spirits to reuyue.

But Fancie then, by ferche of felfe deuyfe,
Renouncyng thus to fpende the pleafaunt Maye
So vainly out with fport of fruteles Pryce
Found out at length, this practyfe for my playe,
To penne in Yerfe, the toyes of her deuife,
To pas this tyme of Pentecoile awaye
Whofe ydle dayes, me wyld me thus to fpende.
And publifh forth her doings in the ende.

Quod Reafon no, (and brake her tale begon,
Wilt thou prefume, lyke Bayardie blynd to preffe,
Into the throng of all the lookers on
Whofe vewyng eyes, will wey thy wifdom leffe.